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the Hi&orit of King L<ar. 

fee a worke by a reproueable badnes in himfelfe. 

Baft. How malicious is my fortune, that I muft repent to be 
iuft? this is the letter he fpoke of which approues him an intelfi! 
gent para^to the aduantages of France, O heauens that his ttea." 
fon were^or notithe detetter. 

Corn. Goe with'me to the Dutches. 

Baft. If the matter of this paper be certaine, you liaue miolitv 
bufinesinhand. * 7 

Corn. True or falfe, it hath made thee Earle of (flofler, feeke 
out where thy father is, that hee may bee readie for our appre. 
henfion. 

Baft. If I find him comforting the King, it will ftuffe his fuf. 
pitionmore fully, I will perfeuefe in my courfe of loyaltie 
chough the conflict be fore betweene that and my bloud. 

Com, I will laytruftvpon thee, and thou {halt find a dearer 
father in my loue. Sxit, 

Enter G Softer and Lear , Kent, Foote, andTom. 

Cjlofi. Here is better then the open ayre, take it thankfully, I 
will peece out the comfort with what addition I can, I wiilnot be 
long from you, 

Ken. All the power of his witshauegiuen way to impatience, 
the Gods defirue your kindnes. 

Edg. Fretercto cals me, and tels me Nero is an anglerin the 
lake of darknesjpray innocent beware the foulc fiend. 

Foote. Prithc Nunckle tell me, whether a madman be a Gen- 
tleman or a Yeoman. 

Lear. A Kins;, a King , to haup a thoufand with red burping 
fpits come hifzing in vpon them. 

Edg. The foule fiend bites my backe, 

F t Foote. He’s mad,, that trulls intlietamenes of a Wolfe, ahor- 
"'"'’'"‘fes health, a boyesToue, ora who res o ath. 

Lear . ItThalhe^one,! wil arraigne them flraight. 

Come fit thou here niofi: ! earned Iufticc 
Thou fapient fir fit hcrej no you fhee Foxes— 

Edg. Looke where he Hands, and glars; wanft thou eyes, at 
pral madam, come ore the broom cBeJjji to mee. ^ 

Foote. Her boat hath aleake,andfhemuftnotfpea»ce, 

Why fhe dares not. come ouer to thee. > ^ 
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■ pju Thefoulc fiend hauts poore Tom in the voyceofa nigh- 
o'pdnncc.cnes in Toms belly for two white herring tingale. 


H oopedancc >C nes in Toms belly tor two wn.ee nem 
rrokenot blacke Angell, I haue no fcodefor thee. 

Kent. How doe you fir ? ftand you not fo amazd, will fOtv 

lie downeand reft vpon the cufhings ? 

Lu r lie fee their triall firft, bring in their euidence , thou 
robbed man ot Iuftice take thy place, & thou his yokefellow of 
eouity bench by his fide, you are ot’h commiflion fit you too. 

Ed. Let vs deale iuftly,fleepeft or wakeft thou lolly fhepheard, 
Thyiheepe bee in the come, and for one blaft of thy minikin 
mouth, thy fheepe {hall take no harme, Pur the can s^ray . 

Lear. Arraigne her Ijrfl.tis Gonoril ;I here take my oath before 
this honorable affemblylcickt the poore king her father. 

Foote. Come hither miftrifle is your name gonoriS. 

Lear, She cannot deny it. 

Fool. Cry you mercy I tookc you for a ioyne ftoole. 

Lear. And heres another whofe warpt-lookes proclaime 
What (lore her hart is made an, flop her there; 

Aimes, armes, fword, fire, corruption in the place, 

Falfe Iufticer why haft thou let her fcape. 

Edg. Bleflc thy fine wits. 

Kent. O pity fir, where is the patience now. 

That you fo oft haue boafted to retaine. 

Edg. My teares begin to take his part fb much, 

Theile mat re my counterfeiting. 

Lear. The little dogs and all 
Trey, Blanch, and Sweet hart-,fee they barke at me. 

Edg. Tom will throw his head at them,auant you curs. 

Be thy mouth or blacke, or white, tooth that poyfons ifit bite, 
Maftife,grayhoud,mungril,grim-houd,orfpaniel,brach or him, 
Bobtaile tike, or trudletaile,Z om will make them weep & waile; 
For with throwing thus my head, dogs leape the hatch and all 
are fled, l oudla do odla come march to wakes, and faires,and 
market townes, poore Torn thy home is dry, (h er, 

Lear, Then let them anotomize Regan, fee what breeds about' 
Hart is there any caufe in nature that makes this hardues. 

You fir, I entertaine you for one of my hundred, 

Only I do not like the falhion of your garments youle fay, 

They; 


